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One 


Author's Notes: 
Belated Ficmas gift for Slaxl W Or the beginning of it. Additional disclaimers: | adore both these guys, so the 
insults are not my personal opinions € Furthermore, its probably gonna get meaner before it doesn't, in 


whatever ways that might manifest, so.. js. 


Eta: After much debate with myself, I've decided to leave this one unfinished. | was having trouble working on 
it, and | finally figured out why: Every once in awhile, | start a fic that, for whatever various reasons, feels 
weird and intrusive to me to be writing, and this is one of them. | may end up going back and writing a 


different version of Slaxl's Ficmas wish to add to the Muddy universe, idk. 


2015 


Axl pinched the bridge of his nose and tried to tune out the hum of the people around him. Happy, stupid, 
beautiful people whose entire job it was to go out in public and be happy, stupid and beautiful. Maybe he'd been 
in LA. too long. 


Maybe he just needed another drink. His business was done, his guests were gone, so what did it matter now if 


he got shitfaced? 


With his back to the wall-- Axl always sat with his back to the wall in these places-- he had a decent view of 
the comings and goings of the maitre d, escorting patrons to the tables they would be occupying. 


He was just finishing the last of his bourbon, and getting ready to request the check-- on second thought, 
getting shitfaced at home sounded much better than doing it here-- when a tall brunette man, dressed all in 
black, accompanied by a tiny blonde woman entered the restaurant. There were three other people in their 
party, young people, kids to Axl, though they were probably in their late 20s or early 30s, like the little blonde. 
They were animated and loud, possibly already buzzed, laughing, excited. All of them except the tall man in 
black, who, when he turned a little, Axl realized was older than the others, and seemed painfully not a part of 
their social group, even if he was physically with them. 

Axl also realized, by the jolt of adrenaline coursing through him suddenly, that he knew the man 

The party was whisked away to some hidden other corner of the restaurant, out of Axl's sight. 


When the server returned to attend to any further needs Axl might have, Axl said, "Was that Richie Sambora 
that just walked in with that group?" 


''m not sure, sir. | can find out for you." 
"Yeah, do that, please. If it's him, see that the whole table gets a round on me." 
"Yes, sir. Do you wish for them to know it's from you?" 


Axls eyes slid toward where the man who might have been Richie Sambora had disappeared from his view. 


"Absolutely," he said. "And I'll take a refill while you're at it" 

‘Certainly, sir.” 

The server retreated and Axl waited. He hadn't seen Richie Sambora in person since the night the two of them 
had engaged in strange sexual combat over the affections of Jon Bon Jovi. Richie had won, of course, like Axl 


knew he would, but Axl had gotten a few good shots in, and that's really all he had wanted. 


Except Sambora had gotten a few good shots in, too, and not in the way Axl had been expecting. He had come 
away from that night with a new fantasy, one that involved the fuckhead without the trophy boy. It had made 


Axl question a lot of things about himself for the months he had entertained the thoughts. In time, though, he 


forgot about all of it, except in the sense of it being an interesting memory. 


The server returned with another glass of bourbon on a tray and put it down before Axl. "I spoke with the 
maître d, and it is Mr. Sambora with the other party. | also relayed your message about buying them drinks." 


"Good. Thank you." 

The server disappeared again, and Axl sipped his drink slowly, as the previous ones were finally descending on 
him as a warmth down the lengths of his legs. He thought the little blonde on Sambora's arm looked familiar, 
she was a guitarist herself, maybe, and she had a weird fucking name that stood right out of reach of Axl's 
memory. 

He was almost done with his refreshed drink when Sambora appeared around the corner, carrying a water 
glass, and accompanied by Axl's server. The kid pointed Axl out to him (presumably out of courtesy, as Richie 
had already begun walking in Axl's direction), and Axl gave a small wave to the boy to indicate both a thank 
you, and that he was not further needed at the moment. 

"Axl Rose," Richie Sambora said, leaning a forearm along the top edge of the chair opposite him. "Been awhile." 


"You got time to catch up for a bit? Or is the Lollipop Guild gonna miss you?" 


Richie smirked. "Fuck no, they won't miss me, they're already taking pictures of their drinks for Instagram, or 
whatever in the fuck it's called" 


Laughing, Axl said, "Have a seat, man" Then, watching the other man settle in to his chair, he added, "You 
sound a little bitter. | like this side of you." 


Rolling his eyes, Richie waved off the comment and took a sip of his drink. Axl motioned to the glass. 
"The fuck is that, sparkling water?" 

"Yep" 

"Man, if you gotta watch a buncha kids post food pictures online, you gotta at least have a shot or two." 
"Ori doesn't let me drink anymore. She's been keeping me straight” 


"Who the fuck is-- oh wait, thats her name," Axl said, snapping his fingers next to his head, as though to 


hasten the information forward. "Orianthi Panicattack... | knew | knew who she was." 


"Fu nny." 


"What do you mean, she's ‘keeping you straight now? You're not an alcoholic.” 

"No?" 

"Shit. Drinking cuz your life is fucked up doesn't make you an alcoholic, my friend," Axl said, picking up his own 
drink and swirling it around the bottom of the glass. "Makes you fucking pathetic, but it doesn't make you an 


alcoholic." He downed the bourbon and set the glass back down. 


"So what is an alcoholic, Dr. Rose? I'm dying to know," Richie said, a wry smile ghosting his face as he took 
another drink of his water. 


"The guy who used to be my bassist? Duff. That guy was an alcoholic. Jesus Christ. Guy would drink his own 


puke in a pinch if he ran out of vodka" 
“That's fucking hardcore." 
"That's what l'm saying! Panicattack has a lot to learn" 


"You know what's funny?" Richie said. "For some reason, | thought you'd be less of an asshole now that you're 


old and ugly.” 


Axl waved to the server, and then turned back to Richie. "Ditto," he said. Then he grinned and Richie grinned 
back. 


"You a vegan now too? You shit flowers and piss sunshine?" 


"No, thank Christ. Though Ori cooks with shit like almond flour and fucking stevia. I've lost 26 pounds, but | think 
half of that was my taste buds committing suicide." 


The server returned at that moment, and Axl said, "Could we get menus? This guy is starving and | don't want 


him dying on my watch." 

"Of course, sir. Can | freshen your drinks?" 

"Same," Axl said, handing the guy his empty glass. Then they both turned to Richie, who said, 
"Perrier with lime." 

"Yes, sir.” 

Once they were alone again, Axl said, "Probably a good choice. Boring, but | admire your willpower." 


"Yeah. That and my girlfriend will kill me if she smells booze on me." 


Slumping back in his seat in exasperation, Axl said, "This again. Chick got a magical pussy or what?" 
"Hey, come on" 

"All right, all right. l'm just curious.” 

"She's trying to help me. | was a fucking wreck when | met her." 

"Yeah, that was a stupid thing to do, pulling off of Bon Jovi's tit” 

"The fuck do you know about it?" 


"I know it's been.. what? A year?"-- (Richie nodded, grimacing)-- "And people already don't recognize you 


anymore." 


"That's a crock of shit, and you know it. And it's a hell of a sight better than people not recognizing you 
because of a shitty facelift” 


Axl sat back in his seat. "Jesus, you are bitter. What'd that guy do to you?" 

‘Is none of your fucking business. Me leaving, who l'm fucking now, any of it" 

"Come on, you can tell me. | can keep secrets." 

"Hey, maybe you can tell me why you've had a full house of fucketheads and Izzy wannabes in your band since 
| last saw you, but the real Izzy is still Howard Hughes-ing it somewhere in the desert. Must be some number 
you did on him." 

A prickle of fractious warmth crawled up Axl's neck, sending fingers up around his jaws and ears. "Only if you 
can tell me what it is about guitarists that makes ‘em such pussies about holding up their end of the bargain 


with the front guy.” 


Axl watched with delight the delicate flare of Richie's nostrils as the man exhaled what might have a retort, 


but became as much nothing as the Perrier with lime he imbibed on his girlfriend's command. 


Instead, Sambora puckered his lower lip slightly in thought before saying, "So what are you doing after dinner 
tonight, Rose?" 


